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*Is it not enough?'
'Have you any right to insult me?'
CI am sorry you think so; it is not my fault* Goudar is
one of your most intimate friends, and it is probably not
>the first proposition of that nature he has made you.'
'I pass by your remark in silence, but would remind you
that I have told you that you will never win me by violence
or briber}'-, but only by making me care for you. I have not
broken my word to you, it is you who have broken yours
to me. Only a scoundrel like Goudar would have delivered
a message like yours.3
'Goudar a scoundrel! he is your best friend. You know
he loves you: he got you the ambassador in the hope of
getting you eventually. You are in his debt; pay him, and
then abuse him. Do not cry. I know the source of youi
tears; it is not one that does you credit, it is impure.5
'You do not know it. Learn, then, hard-hearted manj
that I love you, and that you treat me very cruelly.'
'You show your love in a strange way.'
cAnd you? You treat me as the lowest of the low, as a
slavish animal, as the thing of my mother. If you had
cared for me, you would have come to me yourself; you
would have written, you would never have made use of a
cowardly messenger, I should have answered you, and you
would not have been wronged/
'And suppose I had done so, how would you have an-
swered me?'
'I would never have mentioned money, and only on con*
dition that you mace courteous love to me for a whole
fortnight, coming to see lie every day. We would have
amused ourselves innocently; we would have gone to the
play; you would have made me madly in love with you. I
am surprised that a man like you should be content with
a woman who gives herself for interest only. Miserable
creature that I am! I was made for pure and honest love,
and for one moment I thought you were the man who wa$
to inspire me with a veritable aflrection. On the contrary you

